
  [image: image]


  THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KID CURRY


  THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KID CURRY


  Tiger of the Wild Bunch


  Gary A. Wilson


  [image: image]


  GUILFORD, CONNECTICUT


  HELENA, MONTANA


  A ∙ TWODOT® ∙ BOOK


  An imprint and registered trademark of Rowman & Littlefield


  Distributed by NATIONAL BOOK NETWORK


  Copyright © 2016 by Gary A. Wilson


  All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.


  British Library Cataloguing-in-Publication Information available


  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data available


  ISBN 978-1-4422-4739-0 (paperback)


  ISBN 978-1-4422-4740-6 (e-book)


  [image: image] The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.


  Contents


  Foreword by Ellen Baumler


  Acknowledgments


  Introduction


  The Kentucky Beginnings


  Go West, Young Man!


  Introducing Powell “Pike” Landusky


  The Logan-Landusky Feud


  South to Wyoming’s Hole-in-the-Wall


  The Roberts Brothers, Wyoming Outlaws


  The Outlaws’ Shrinking Territory


  The Train Robbers’ Syndicate


  Enter the Pinkertons


  The Tipton Train Robbery


  The Fort Worth Five


  The Exeter Creek Train Robbery


  Tour of the South


  The Knox County Jail


  The Many Trails of Harvey Logan


  The Parachute-Grand Valley Train Robbery


  Afterword


  Bibliography


  About the Author


  Dedication


  To my grandchildren, Dallas, Kylie, and Jeren.


  To Barney White, who died before we could do our Seattle book.


  To Englishman Robyn Hode, a thirteenth-century Yorkshire bandit, who later became the sixteenth-century Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest, west of Nottingham. With this man began the tradition of out-law legends and myths.


  Tyger! Tyger! burning bright,


  In the forests of the night,


  What immortal hand or eye


  Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?


  William Blake (1757–1827),

  English poet and painter


  Foreword


  The violence of Montana’s gold rush of the 1860s has provided rich fodder for historians and writers. The deeds of the early vigilantes, still controversial today, have received more than their due. But later on in the 1880s, another period of lawlessness in Montana spawned cattle rustlers and gunmen with an equally violent history. Seasoned writer Gary Wilson, whose Outlaw Tales and Long George Francis: Gentleman Outlaw of Montana first brought this time period to an enthusiastic general readership, has once again proven that eastern Montana and its infamous bad guys are an equal match for the bad guys of the gold rush.


  Set in Montana’s rugged northern landscape, where rustling and brand altering were common livelihoods during the last decades of the nineteenth century, this book brings a little-celebrated area of the state to the forefront. Wilson writes vividly of the Little Rockies and the hidden places he knows so well. One-fourth of the book is set in Landusky, a little town with a large history.


  For readers who loved Wilson’s Outlaw Tales of Montana, here is the rest of the story that began with its final chapter, “The Outlaw Kid Curry and the Gentleman, Abe Gill.” Researching the death of Pike Landusky for that story revealed how disparate was the information on Kid Curry, and Wilson determined to remedy it. That launched a ten-year search to gather all the available information into one place.


  After a decade of meticulous research, Wilson’s The Life and Death of Kid Curry finally brings the thrilling, complicated story of Harvey “Kid Curry” Logan to the reading public. Historical sleuthing brought bits and pieces of Logan’s life together for the first time. Over the past century many contributed information to the pot, but the contents had never been mixed into that final delectable mélange. The facts were there but muddled with myth: a tidbit here, an episode there. Scattered information in unexpected places led Wilson across the United States in search of answers to his questions. Until now, the life of Kid Curry was a confusing picture of conflicting information, with the dots waiting to be connected. Years and years of collecting, comparing, documenting, and scrutinizing have made Wilson an authority on Kid Curry.


  But Logan’s life is not just an exciting story, filled with real characters who step out of the pages to draw the reader into the West of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. The Life and Death of Kid Curry goes way beyond a good story and examines the life of this hard-bitten outlaw from an unbiased point of view. This is not an easy task. Wilson admits that Logan had very few, if any, good qualities. Still, he is one of those enigmatic characters that pique the curiosity, provoke discussion over the campfire, and prove without a doubt that history is not dead.


  Wilson speculates that if Logan had survived, he would have been compelled to become honest. Instead, he served as executioner of the Wild Bunch, and had several killings under his belt to prove it. The Kid, a gunman with fine-tuned skill and uncanny precision, held a grudge for years until he could get even. He always got his man and never looked back.


  Much that has been written about Harvey Logan is unsubstantiated and undocumented. It is not an easy task to sift through a century of legend and hearsay, sorting truth from fiction. The Life and Death of Kid Curry, however, gets the story right. In presenting a picture with all the parts, Wilson has made a major contribution to the history of the West. Here at last is the definitive study of the elusive Harvey Logan. And Wilson not only gets the story right, he does so masterfully, producing an accurate history, a good story, and a good read at the same time. In so doing he has proven that the past is worth exploring, and history worth reading.


  Ellen Baumler, Ph.D.


  Montana Historical Society


  Helena, Montana


  Ellen Baumler is the interpretive historian for the Montana Historical Society and an award-winning author. She teaches history classes at the University of Montana-Helena, College of Technology.
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  Introduction


  It was the morning of December 27, 1894, in the Montana mining town of Landusky on the southern edge of the Little Rocky Mountains. Two days before, the community had celebrated Christmas with a lively dance and feast. It was the first Christmas since the community of twenty-some, false-fronted log cabins and crude clapboard houses had been officially organized, plotted, and named. The buildings sat near the banks of Rock Creek where it left the mountains to begin its southern journey to the Missouri River.


  The snow-covered streets were empty except for a few men who had gone into the Jake Harris saloon and store. The clock on the wall showed it was about 10:30 a.m. Some of those who had enjoyed the wild and alcohol-soaked festivities had gathered in the saloon to escape the winter weather.


  The proprietor, “Jew” Jake Harris, was tending bar as usual, using his sawed-off shotgun in place of one of his crutches. His leg had been amputated too close to his body to allow an artificial limb. Harris had lost his leg in a shoot-out with the Great Falls marshal, George Treat, and received a year in the state prison after some time in Helena’s St. Peter’s Hospital.


  Tubercular Charles Hogan, a reputed gunman from Anaconda, Montana, was in the store part of the building, having placed his revolver under the counter. Others, including town founder Powell “Pike” Landusky, were either at the bar or playing a game of whist at a table. A young man named Mike Duke was cleaning wet ashes out of the potbelly stove so a welcome fire could be started.


  Landusky, the first major discoverer of gold in the region, was pouring himself the first drink of the day when in walked Lorenzo “Lonie” (often erroneously spelled “Lonnie”) Curry and ranching partner, Jim Thornhill. (Some inventive writers have claimed that Pike was already drunk the morning when he faced Harvey, but the facts do not support this story.) Lonie Curry and Thornhill continued on to the store section, ignoring Landusky and engaging Hogan in conversation. They bought a quarter’s worth of apples just to keep Hogan busy.


  Shortly, Harvey “Kid Curry” Logan came in through the front door. Johnny, brother of Harvey and Lonie, barred entry to the outside front door, rifle in hand. Harvey headed directly for Landusky, but “Pike” showed no outward acknowledgment of the Kid’s presence. Thornhill and Lonie moved the disarmed Hogan forward and directed Harris to drop the scatter gun he was using as a cane.


  Kid Curry reached Landusky, and without a word, slapped him hard on the back with his left hand, making Pike spill the whiskey and drop the bottle. As Landusky turned to meet his opponent, he received a hard, right-hand blow to the chin that dropped him to the crude wooden plank floor. In a battle silent but for grunts and groans and heavy breathing, the much bigger (but older) Landusky held his own at first—almost gouging out Curry’s eyes until Curry twisted and rolled Landusky off. Now the cowboy, Kid Curry, was on top, pinning the miner’s arms to his sides with his knees and hitting him in the face at will.


  During the some five-minute fight, Thornhill and Lonie warned the others to stay out of it or they would be dealt with, although they pulled no weapons. Curry’s weapon fell out of his coat pocket during the fierce battle, and Thornhill picked it up. He held it barrel first so he could not be convicted of assault.


  Finally Landusky’s friend and mining partner, Tom Carter, pleaded with Lonie and Jim to stop the Kid, but he was told to stay out of it. Pike, himself, finally pleaded for Curry to stop, and Thornhill told him to let Landusky up. The tough saloon brawler had finally met his match, or was he playing possum?


  Curry got up with blood on his face and an eye that was nearly swollen shut. Landusky, once standing, got his shaky balance by spreading his legs and wiped some of the blood off his battered face on a coat sleeve. Landusky reached into his coat pocket—presumably for a hand-kerchief—but instead pulled out a new fangled semiautomatic 18937.62-mm Swedish Burchardt pistol.


  Landusky pulled the trigger twice, aiming point blank at Curry, but apparently Landusky hadn’t chambered a round. Either that, or the pistol was defective. Before Landusky could get the gun operational, Thornhill threw Curry his Colt .45 revolver, telling him to shoot Landusky. In the split-second interim, Curry had pushed the arm holding Landusky’s pistol to one side and pointed his own pistol, firing three shots at his adversary and hitting him twice in the chest.


  By then most of the saloon occupants had exited out the back door. Some had stayed until the shooting began. Harris, minus his shot-gun crutch, hobbled out the back door, only to fall headfirst into a snow bank. He shouted, “Don’t shoot, don’t shoot!” Thornhill replied that Harris wasn’t worth the powder to blow him to hell.


  Thornhill, Lonie, and Harvey went out the back door behind a trampling herd of men, and then waited for Johnny to bring the spring wagon and saddle horses around from the livery barn across the street. Carter asked for a saddle horse so he could go for the doctor at Harlem. One Curry apparently said no, but he was overruled. They took off in the wagon to their Rock Creek ranch some five miles south of town, their rifles on display.


  When the others returned to the saloon, they found that Landusky was having convulsions and had lapsed into a coma. A few minutes later, neither Harris nor Robert Ferguson was able to feel a pulse. The discoverer of the Little Rockies gold bonanza was dead. The pistol he had brought from St. Louis had failed him. Supposedly, at the Harlem railroad station he had shown it to people, saying he would kill Kid Curry with it.


  The men who witnessed this gruesome spectacle in part or whole were a diverse group. There were cowboys, miners, laborers, a sawmill operator, a mine developer, plus the young man cleaning out the stove. Names mentioned include George Allis, Tom Carter, Ed Skelton, Albert Mathews, William MacKenzie, E. E. Riegle, Joe Contway, and Harris and Hogan. In years to come, this short list would swell to include almost everyone in the territory.


  Pike was buried on a hill above his ranch about one mile south of town. Since no minister was available, John Ritch conducted the service. He was a miner and future historian for the Little Rockies mining country. The Currys and Thornhill supposedly discreetly watched the funeral service and burial from a nearby hill.


  The story of self-defense was soon overwhelmed by those describing cold-blooded murder, scenarios in which Landusky was shot down just because he reached for a handkerchief. The best of these stories had Curry entering another saloon, covered in blood, and celebrating the murder by buying drinks for all.


  On December 31, an inquest was held by Chouteau County Coroner R. S. Culbertson. A jury ruled that Harvey Curry was guilty of murder. Lonie and Jim Thornhill were named as accessories. Johnny’s name was added later. Brother-in-law, Leander “Lee” Self, was also initially implicated, although he’d been out of state at the time of the killing, visiting Missouri.


  Harvey Curry had no intention of being arrested for murder, so he waited at Thornhill Butte, approximately four miles southwest of Landusky until Thornhill could raise the money to buy out his share of the horse ranch. Once he had the money, Curry went south to north-central Wyoming where he joined the Hole-in-the-Wall gang.


  George “Flatnose” Currie was reportedly the leader of the large gang of rustlers who frequented the red-walled valley from which branches of the Powder River and its tributaries flowed northeast.


  Lonie Curry and Jim Thornhill went to trial at Fort Benton in March of 1895 for being accessories to the murder of Pike Landusky. They were acquitted, however, when District Judge Dudley DeBose ruled that the killing had been done in self-defense. After two trials Johnny got off with a fine for simple assault.


  These rulings didn’t stop Harvey “Kid Curry” Logan from eventually becoming the most wanted criminal in the United States at the beginning of the twentieth century, a degree of notoriety that not even Butch Cassidy or the Sundance Kid or other members of the “Wild Bunch” would obtain. Yet Kid Curry’s life of crime couldn’t last long, as the Wild West was rapidly disappearing. Even Cassidy eventually saw the handwriting on the wall and headed for South America.


  By 1912 the outlaw period of western history was essentially finished. The myths and legends, however, were just beginning. And Harvey Logan would come to be seen as one of the era’s most notorious outlaws. Perhaps only Jesse James—a man Kid Curry idolized—exceeded his reputation. James Horan, however, biographer for the Pinkerton Detective Agency, considered Curry the worst of worst.


  Here is his story . . .


  The Kentucky Beginnings


  Harvey “Kid Curry” Logan was arrested near Knoxville, Tennessee, in December of 1901, after a brawl and shoot-out in a Knoxville saloon in the bowery red-light district. Curry shot two policemen in the process, escaping out the back door by jumping into a creek bed. When arrested a few days later, he gave his name as Charles Johnson, even though he had used William Wilson a few days earlier. At the time, he was wanted for several murders and train robberies, as well as a variety of other crimes he had committed over the course of his seventeen-year career. Curry also said he was born in Chelsea, Iowa, and that his family had left there in 1877 when he was ten years old. Curry also claimed his family were all alive, but did not say where they were located.


  However, Pinkerton Detective Agency agents were able to identify him as the notorious outlaw and killer Harvey Logan. In spite of their identification, he never gave any further information about himself. Curry also denied that he had ever been in jail before, and he definitely wasn’t a cowboy or an outlaw. However, Curry did brag to the other inmates that he had killed at least three men.


  This is much closer to reality than the twenty to forty deaths he had been credited with, although the Powell “Pike” Landusky killing was the only defensive shooting in a legal sense. Anyone who chased or crossed him for any reason was fair game.


  If the authorities had checked his Iowa story, they would have found it wasn’t far from the truth. His story about his family members all being alive wasn’t true. Certainly his mother and four of five brothers were dead. And of course he had been in jail before in at least three towns. And he had been a cowboy since 1884, plus a farmhand before that.


  Harvey Logan’s immediate Welsh-Scotch family has been traced back to Lewis and Fleming Counties of Kentucky. There their father, William Henry Neville Logan, was born in 1834, and their mother, Eliza Jane Johnson, was born in 1838.The records show that except for eldest son, James, born in 1860, the rest of the family members—including daughter Arda—were born in Iowa. Six baby girls died in childbirth, as well as mother Eliza in Gentry County, Missouri. William’s death date cannot be substantiated, but it was probably in the 1890s, possibly of natural causes in prison for having committed the act of murder.


  The 1870 census for Tama County, Iowa, showed that the Logan family lived near Richland with the nearest post office at Helena. Interestingly, given the number of lies Harvey Logan otherwise told, there is indeed a Chelsea in Tama County on the Iowa River between Marshalltown and Cedar Rapids. With James W. in tow came Denver Henry “Hank” Logan in 1862, Harvey A. in 1867, Arda A. in 1868, John A. in 1870, and Lorenzo “Lonie” D. in 1872.


  The Logan family next moved to Gentry County in northwestern Missouri, another farming area noted for hogs, poultry, cattle, corn, oats, and soybeans. Their farm was located between the Grand and Platte Rivers. The Logans may have lived near Gentryville, south of the county seat of Albany. It is not clear, however, whether the whole family moved there together, or if son James and father William moved first.Apparently William had a wanderlust that got the best of him at times, and he would go off, supporting himself by doing carpentry work. Some sources have suggested that he actually abandoned the family, taking James, before he found them again in Missouri; probably through his sisters-in-law in Dodson, Missouri, or Kansas. Hence Eliza may have sold the Iowa farm and moved the family to their new home by herself. Missouri state census records for 1880 show William and James in the Albany, Gentry County seat, jail, but it not known what crime they committed.


  Thus the published accounts that Eliza died on the way to Dodson, and the children had to bury her; or that the move was made because of her husband’s death; or that the family remained at Dodson with Eliza remarrying and dying shortly after the marriage are not true. It is possible that these stories were gathered by the Pinkertons from various informants given that James Horan, official biographer of the Pinkerton Detective Agency, used them in his books. The Logans’ mother died in childbirth in about 1876. She would have been about thirty-five years old. After her death, the children had to find a new home. Young Arda Logan may have been the one to contact their aunt Elizabeth Lee in Dodson about moving there. The town was then a separate community located on the southern edge of Kansas City, Missouri. It consisted of little more than a few houses, a general store, school, and church.


  Arda apparently managed either to obtain train fare for the family’s trip to Kansas City or they rode for free, thanks to a sympathetic conductor. Aunt Lee already had seven children and grandchildren at home, plus an American Civil War-disabled husband to take care of. Thus she was only able to take in the two youngest children. Harvey and Johnny are believed to have stayed at another sister’s home in Marian County, Kansas. William and Lucy Norris lived near the town of Peabody, and they may have had a store in town in addition to the farm. It isn’t known what happened to Hank, but since, at the age of fourteen, he was old enough to work, he may have been taken in at another farm as a laborer. Lucy Ann died in 1885, a year before her sister Eliza.


  The Logan boys were said to be quite different in temperament. Harvey was reserved and talked slowly. Lonie was outgoing and mischievous. The smaller Johnny was apparently the only brother with lighter eyes, and he was impulsive and quick-tempered. Their older brother, Hank, was the level-headed one, attempting to keep the others in line, at least later when they were adults in Montana. The oldest brother, James, and their father, William, apparently traveled together doing construction work, and perhaps came to work on the Oklahoma Territorial capital at Guthrie and/or the new prison at McAlester. James lived in the Oklahoma Territory before moving to California. Elfie Dessery-Landusky-Logan stayed briefly with him. The father, by this time, was perhaps either dead or in prison as alleged by the family. James became a successful merchant in California, dying in the San Jose, California, area in 1925 when he was sixty-five years old.


  The Lee family house, where some of the Logan boys had resided, was a two-story frame house on a small hill about three hundred feet back from the northwest corner of Dodson Avenue, now 86th Street, and Troost Avenue in Kansas City. The father, Hiram Lee, was said to have been an invalid who spent the summer months in his rocking chair on the front porch. Reportedly his condition was due to wounds received in the War Between the States. Their son, Robert E. Lee, was named after the Confederate States of America general Robert E. Lee to whom the family was related. The family may have lived earlier at Lee’s Summit to the southwest, and earlier yet at Shawnee, a few miles farther west across the border in Kansas. Lee’s Summit was the home of the Younger boys, part of the James brothers’ gang; also near that area was the Dalton gang. They were part of the violent seven-year war between Kansas and Missouri over slavery. Missouri was the “slave state,” populated by Southerners especially from Virginia, Kentucky, and Tennessee. General Sterling Price’s Missouri State Guards were the main line of defense in Missouri for the Confederacy, while guerrilla outfits under Charles W. Quantrill, “Bloody Bill” Anderson, and George Todd did further damage in both states. It would be fair to say that the area where the Lees resided was heavily Southern in sentiment, and the romantic tales that came down from these actions surely reached the ears of Harvey Logan and his brothers, especially the heroic acts of the Jameses and Youngers. They would have also been influenced by the fact that the Union forces made the residents of several counties, including Jackson, abandon their homes and live in designated areas while the soldiers plundered the countryside. As author James Horan put it, “The border war is unparallel in our history for brutality and savagery . . . ”


  Harvey’s violent tendencies showed themselves early. As a young man, he reportedly almost killed another boy after a baseball game collision in which some racial remarks ensued. Harvey and his brothers were always tagged as being part Indian or black because of their darker, Welsh complexions. Harvey also supposedly stole a vintage American Civil War U.S. Navy Colt .44 from the town drunk. Soon the brothers and cousin Robert E. “Bob” Lee were shooting up the nearby woods. Another story described Harvey backing up the town constable against a shed and threatening to kill him if he came to the Lee house with another complaint from the neighbors about the boys’ bad behaviors. The 1880 census showed Bob Lee was about twelve and Harvey about thirteen.


  But happily for the mistreated lawmen, Harvey got the “Go West Young Man” fever in late 1883 or early 1884, joining brother Hank on a westward journey. (Harvey would have been about seventeen and Hank twenty-two.) At this point it isn’t known where James and their father were located, whether still in Missouri or perhaps Wyoming. A few years later they were in Oklahoma Territory, according to Logan family stories.


  Perhaps the stories they heard of the West were the brothers’ reason for leaving Missouri, but they would have read tales of the Wild West too. Aunt Lee remembered that the Logan boys were quite addicted to the dime store novels and weeklies about the action-packed West. These publications glorified outlaws as a Robin Hood class who lived a grand and romantic life.


  According to author Frank R. Prassel, between 1901 and 1903, the Street and Smith Publishing House, alone, sold six million copies of 121 Jesse James novels. The outlaws were also the favorites in plays and even one production appearing on New York City’s Broadway.


  This desire to be good/bad guys would result in the violent deaths of two of the brothers and a disputed death of a third brother. However this wasn’t true with brother Hank, who had his own reasons for leaving Kansas-Missouri. Unfortunately, Hank would die an early death and leave his brothers with no one to control them except Harvey’s partner, Jim Thornhill, who was a former outlaw himself.


  Go West, Young Man!


  We can only imagine the many sights the boys took in during their trek west. They probably stopped at some of the old cow towns of Kansas that they had heard and read about, especially Dodge City on the Arkansas River. There they could have walked on the same rough boardwalks that had seen the likes of Wyatt Earp, Luke Short, William Barclay “Bat” Masterson, Wild Bill Hickok, and Bill Tilghman. They possibly traveled farther south to Caldwell, the border queen town, which would survive the banning of Texas longhorns in the now agrarian Kansas. Caldwell became the toughest town in the state with the most notorious saloon and dance hall, appropriately called the Red Light.


  It is quite possible that the boys hooked up with a cattle herd being driven west and north, parallel to the Texas Panhandle from somewhere near Belton, Texas, on the Brazos River. This route was called the Goodnight-Loving Trail, and it followed the Pecos River to Fort Sumner, New Mexico, going to Las Vegas up the old Santa Fe Trail then through Raton Pass to Trinidad and finally Pueblo, Colorado. Another Texas trail went through the Oklahoma Territory and along the eastern portion of Colorado through Granada and Trail City, again terminating in Pueblo. It was not uncommon for herds to winter there on the Arkansas River and move to Denver for sale in the spring.


  This is country that Harvey Logan would become more familiar with in later years as the outlaw safe lands began to dramatically shrink.


  According to family history, when Hank and Harvey left the hay, grain, and cornfields behind, Hank left something else as well: a wife. (He might have been the one to change their name to Curry, in order to escape her.) Apparently she had given him a social disease, which he took as proof of her adultery. Where the name Curry came from, whether from a long-ago family member or neighbor, a county in New Mexico, or a currycomb, it’s not known—though it is hardly the only fact about their lives that is a mystery. (Some sources claim it came from George “Flatnose” Currie, but this is almost certainly wrong.)


  We don’t hear from the Curry brothers again until they arrive in Pueblo, where they may have spent the winter with a cattle herd.


  Either way, at some point, they got into trouble at a roadhouse or hog ranch on the outskirts of town. As one writer put it, “They left with a lot of lead flying.” Former Pinkerton Detective Agency operative Charles Siringo first mentioned it in his 1919 book, A Lone Star Cowboy. Siringo spent several years tracking Logan and the Wild Bunch.


  If the brothers did move on to Denver with a cattle herd in the spring, they saw one of the most substantial railroad, agricultural, and mining centers in the West. It was a city that Harvey came to like for its fine clothing shops, restaurants, hotels—and its large red-light district with several elegant parlor houses, according to Denver historian Mike Flanagan. The famed Holladay Street establishments covered a four-block area. Drinks and piano music were featured downstairs in plush surroundings of velvet and satin, and of course, the lighting was provided by crystal chandeliers. No swearing was allowed, and clients were only admitted who had been referred there. One such establishment, owned by Jennie Rogers, was a mansion three stories high with three parlors and fifteen bedrooms. Another famous resident madam was Martie Silks. Here on Holladay Street Harvey found high society, admiration, and servants to wait on him and serve apricot brandy.


  From Denver, they could have gone north to Wyoming, picking up another cattle herd from Ogallala, Nebraska, the new queen of the cattle towns. Their final destination then would have been Miles City, Montana, along the Bozeman Trail, to the east of the Big Horn Mountains and northeast along the Tongue River into Montana.


  One leg of this journey, according to some inventive writers, included the future, legendary Hole-in-the-Wall outlaw valley where they supposedly first met George “Flatnose” Currie, the soon-to-be horse and cattle stealing king of Wyoming. Located some thirty miles west of the main north-south road (the old Bozeman Trail, now US 25) between Buffalo and Casper, the area consists of a north-south valley about thirty-five miles long with a colorful, rugged red-stone canyon wall on the east side, and the Big Horn Mountains to the west and part of the north. The Middle and Red Forks of the Powder River penetrate in several places, connecting with the Powder’s tributary, Buffalo Creek, and its feeders, Blue, Beaver, Spring, and Willow Creeks.


  The main entrance to the valley is roughly thirty miles west of the town of Kaycee. The trail parallels the Middle Fork and later the Red Fork, and passes through a canyon of black rock. Farther west, red rock is first encountered. Here is a supposedly narrow V-shaped notch in the wall, just wide enough for two horsemen or a wagon to pass through. (According to Wyoming historian, Colin Taylor, however, the “narrow” gap is actually about two hundred yards wide. Barnum Gap, as he calls it, has the waters of Beaver Creek running through it.) Just northwest of the confluence of Buffalo Creek and the Middle Fork stood the “town” of Barnum, consisting of a post office, store, and two cabins. This is probably the most famous entrance because it is identified with the old K-C ranch, a mile east of the town of Kaycee “on the south bank of the Middle Fork on a dry, barren rise” (according to a local Chamber of Commerce publication). This was a place used by the rustlers—especially horse thieves—who wintered stock in the valley before selling them in the spring. Cattle could be rustled from the Bighorn River Basin to the west and sold in the spring at railroad shipping points. The Union Pacific tracks were about a two-day ride from the valley, and Casper and Sheridan were both about sixty-five miles away.


  South of this famous entrance was the way to a famous outlaw cave that likely offered security and protection to various gangs. And south again was what was probably the most used entrance, a narrow passage that led to the one-time outlaw ranch near where Spring Creek joins Buffalo Creek. Here were about six one-room cabins, a barn, and corrals. In outlaw mythology this was a complete town, made up of all outlaws and their women. And because Butch Cassidy had a cabin on Blue Creek south of old Barnum for a short period of time, this area is also mixed into a mythology that he shares with Harry “The Sundance Kid” Longabaugh and Etta Place.


  The valley within a valley was once an inland prehistoric lake, and while the wall to the east acted as a protective barrier of sorts, the valley’s real protection came from the threat of being killed if outsiders tried to enter. The area only became ranching country after the army drove the Indians out, culminating with a battle on the Red Fork north of what would become Barnum. In November of 1876, troops of the Fourth Cavalry and Twenty-third Infantry attacked a camp of Northern Cheyennes and Arapahos under Dull Knife and Little Wolf, driving the natives out of the valley and Big Horn Mountains.


  Perhaps the now-named Curry brothers had heard of the valley on their way north to Montana, but it would have been basically empty at the time, except for perhaps a few legitimate ranchers who were eventually driven out by the outlaw element. However, they certainly would not have heard of George “Flatnose” Currie yet. It would be a few years before the young man, born in Canada and raised in both northwestern Wyoming near the town of Hulett and in Chadron, Nebraska, would return to the Rockies to begin his outlaw career.


  The brothers’ next stop was believed to be Miles City. They might have arrived with or without a northern cattle herd, but certainly not with a herd of stolen horses from Hole-in-the-Wall (as has elsewhere been written). Miles City was an important railroad stop for the Northern Pacific Railroad. There was a major army post, Fort Keogh, nearby. The south side of Main Street wasn’t exactly a Holladay Street in Denver, but there was a solid block of primitive saloons, gambling dens, and brothels.


  Perhaps the brothers could have found work in Custer County, but they were directed northwest toward the vicinity of newly established Fort Maginnis. Cattle were being moved from the overstocked Judith River basin into the Flatwillow Creek and Musselshell River country.


  They arrived in 1884, not long before Fergus County was founded. The major gold strikes at Maiden and other strikes in the Judith Mountains had prompted the new county’s establishment. The brothers were apparently directed to contact F. M. “Dad” Marsh at Rocky Point, a community perched on the cliffs
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